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Prbt. Q,my fweete beoffe, rmuft ftill be good angel to thee 
the money is paid backe againe* 

F al.O, l doe not; like that paying backe, t’is a double labour 
Pri, I am good friends with my father, and may do any thing; 
Fal, Rob me the Exchequer the firll thing thou do eft, and do* 
itwith vnwalh’t hands too. * ■ 

Bar, Do, my Lord* ' 

P rt». I haue procured thee, Iackc,a charge of foote. 

Fw/.l would it had been of horfe. Where flial Ifindeonethat 
can ltcale well? 0,for a fine thiefc of the age ofxxii, or therea- 
bouts ; I am hainoully vnprouided.WelljGod bethanked for 
theferebels,they offend none butthevertuous; I laude them,! 
prayfe them. Prin. Eardoll. Bar. My Lord, 

Pri, Go,beare this letter to Lord Iohn of Lancafter, 

T o my brother Iohn,this,to my lord of W eftmerland. 

Go, Pcto,tohorfe,to horfc;for thou and F 
Haue chirtie miles to ride yet e’re dinner time: 
laeke, meete me to morrow in the temple hall 
At two a docke in the afternoone. 

There ilialt thou know thy charge, and there recciue 
Money and orderfor theirfurniture. 

The land xs burning, Percy Hands on high, . 

And either we or they mull lower lie. ; • 

F/i/.Rare words, braue world. Hoftcfre,my br cake fad, come, 
Oh,I could wilh this tauerne were my drum. Exmt, 

Enter Hotf^ar^orcefter, and Douglas, 

Hof. Well faid, my noble Scot, if fpeakingtructh 

In this fine age,were not thought flattery. 

Such attribution fhould die Douglas haue. 

As not a fouldior of this feafons ftampe, 

Should go lo generall currant through the world: 

By God, I cannot flatter, / deffe 

The tongues of foothers, but a br aucr place 

In my hearts loue hath no man then your felfe : 

Nay,taskc me to my word,approoue me, Lord. 

Douglas. Thou art the King of honour, 

No man fopoteatbrcachesvppn the ground, 

BucJ will beard him. Enter oneVtith Utters, ^ 
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not. Doe fo, and t’is well: W hat letters liaft thou there- 

I can but thanke you* 

7>uf. Thefe letters come from your father. 

Hof Letters from him? why comes he nothimfelfe? 

■Mef, He cannot come, my Lord , heisgneuousfxcke. 

Hot Zounds, how has he the leilurc to be fickc 
In fucliaiuftlingtime ? who leads his power? 

Vnder whole gouernment comcthey along? 

Trlef. His letters beares his mind, not I my mind, 

UPor. 1 prethee, tell me, doth he kcepe lus bed? 
lUf He did, my Lord, tour c dayes e’re 1 fet forth , 

Andatthe time of my departure thence. 

He was much feard by his Phificxons. 

Fcr.I would cheftatc of time had firft bin whole , 

E’re he by fickneffe had bin vifited: 

His health was ncuer better wortli then now. 

Hot, Sxcke now s droope now: this ficknes doth infcdl 
Thcvery life-blood of ourenterprife, 

T’is catching hither, euen to our campe: 

Hewrxtes me here, that inward fickneffe. 

And that his friends by deputation . 

Could not fo foonc-be drawn, nor did he think it nicety 
T 0 lay fo dangero uspnd d eare a truft 
On any fo ule remou’d , but on bis owne. 

Yet doth he glue vs bold aduerfcifement, 

That with our fmall coniundiion, we fliould on, 

Tofeeliow fortune-is dilposMto vs: 

For, as lie writes, there is no quailingnow, 

B ecaufe the king is certainly poflell 
Of all our purpofes: what lay you to it? 

Wor, Y our fathers ficknefle xs a maime to vs. 

Hot, A perilous gal'll, a very limme lopt off, 

A nd yet, in faith, it is not his prefenc want 
Sccmes more, then we lhall find it : were it good. 

To fee the exaft wealth of all our Hates, 

All at one call? to fet lo rich a maine, 

Outheruce hazzard of one doubtfullhoure? 

Tr werenotsood, for therein fliould we read 
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